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The Frayed Ends of Sanity 


Author's Notes: 
Slight AU, Jason is still in the band and.something else. | cant tell you, its a secret. Just bare with me on this 


one. 


"You *what*?! Are you fucking cooked in the head?" James says around a mouthful of bacon and eggs, a 
dribble of yolk sliding unnoticed down his chin. | rearrange my breakfast with my fork, my eyes never meeting 
James’. 

"Is that where you were yesterday? A fucking psychic?" He lets out a gruff laugh and scrapes up the last of 
his egg, shovelling it in his mouth along with the chewed up remains of a previous mouthful. | set down my 
fork and cross my arms, sitting back in my chair with a heavy sigh. 

| knew you' be like this, that's why | didn't mention it yesterday." He swallows hard and wraps his large hand 
around his glass of OJ. He is so closed minded, | wish he could see things from my eyes. Weird stuff has been 
happening to me lately. Really weird shit. 

"Be like what? They are just a bunch of money grabbers, telling idiots what they want to hear." He says after 
gulping down half of his juice, my shoulders tense and | glare at him from under my eyebrows. 


"So I'm an idiot now?" His eyebrows raise like he is only just realising what he said. Classic James, no brain to 


mouth filter. 

"No babe, | didn't mean that, I'm sorry." He leans over the table a little, | shrug my shoulders and his eyes 
seem to soften 

"Kirk, don't be like that" He whines. Theres a flash in my mind, me, diving over the table at James. A knife in 
my hand, to James’ neck, a grin on my face as i press the blade deeper into his skin, tears of crimson trailing 
down the flawless steel. 

Kirk?" It takes me a moment to realise, | have my butter knife gripped tightly in my fist. My knuckles turning 
white and my hand shaking, my breathing asthough l'd just finished a marathon. | stare at my reflection in the 
smooth and shiny metal. 

"Hey, kirk?" 

"What!" | shout suddenly, my teeth gritted for some unknown reason. James jumps, he actually *jumps*. My 
heart clenches and | lower the knife slowly back to the table, swallowing hard. It takes an age for the knife to 
fall from my hand, like my skin has magnetised itself to the steel, like it just doesn't want to let go. 

"Babe, are you alright?" His voice is tentative, | take in a deep and shuddering breath. My eyes meet his and 
his blue orbs are swimming with concern 

"l, tm fine. | just need some air." | push up off my chair on shaky legs and leave our kitchen | walk up the hall, 
the plush carpet caressing my bare feet. After a glance over my shoulder | drop to my knees, jiggling an air 
vent grid loose and pulling out a crumpled pack of cigarettes. | slide one out the pack and place them back in 
the vent, replacing the grid as silently as possible. | normally don't smoke, | haven't in years. But things are 
getting stressful, my mind just needs some relief. | Practically throw open the sliding glass doors that lead out 
to the patio, its such a beautiful morning. The slabs are warm under my feet as | walk over to a slab | know 
is cracked, with another glance over my shoulder | pull the chipped corner free and take out the stashed 
lighter. My hands shake as | flick the flint, growling around the cigarette balanced between my lips as it doesn't 
immediately light. It takes an age before, with a splutter, it lights with a promising flame. | puff hungrily on the 
cigarette and throw the lighter to the concrete, theres a mini explosion that registers as a pop in my ears as 
the plastic shatters against the concrete. Nicotine begins to flow through my veins and calms my body more 
with each drag | take. What the fuck is going on with me? The psychic wasn't much help at all, | didn't think 
she would be. James is right. | am just one of those idiots. | didn't know where else to turn, | thought.well, | 
didn't know what | was thinking. | certainly cant tell James. And I'll try everything | can before ever going to a 
shrink. | don't like the thought of a stranger picking my brains and highlighting all the dark places there. | just 
want an explanation. 

"Are you smoking?" | start a little and whip my head around, James is standing in the doorway with folded 
arms. | turn back and look out on our lush garden, the sun beating down on us, reflecting off the windows of 
James' workshop/barn. | hear his feet pad on the concrete slabs and | smoke the last of my cigarette, flicking 
the butt onto the grass as | blow the plume of dirty smoke out my nose. My body tenses as James' arms 
wind round my waist, his head burying into my neck and his hot breath ghosting on my skin. | relax into him 
and drop my head back onto his shoulder, my eyes closing. 

"You fucking reek" He says with a small chuckle, | smirk at the sky and he kisses my neck a few times. His 
hips roll into my backside, his hard chest flush to my back. 

"Baby, tell me whats wrong." He whispers into my ear. My heart clenches at the tone in his voice. 

A soft sigh passes my lips as | reach a hand up and cup the side of his face. 

"Nothing, l'm fine." 


"Don't you dare lie to me Kirk, I'm serious." He holds me closer. "I thought we were past all that." His voice 


softens. | open my eyes and curse myself, why now? Things are going great. Metallica rules thrash metal, the 
band moral is electric, James and | are closer than ever. Yet, my mind. It feels like its unraveling, | have no self 
control, no drive. No dreams, lve stopped dreaming too. My grandpa always told me that, humans need to 
dream, dreams tell you so much about your life that you dont realise. They influence day to day decisions 
without you even noticing. But mines are gone. 

"We are," | turn to face him and force a smile. "I'm alright, | just feel a little stressed, that's all" Replace 
stressed with crazy and that would be an accurate sentance. 

"I see it kirk, you haven't been the same lately. I'm worried about you-" He bites his lip and lets out a sigh. He 
isn't going to let this go, that's what rehab does. It cracks people, breaks them up and opens them to feelings. 
Makes them more aware of emotions and how to deal with them. 

"James, drop it" | murmur into his chest, my back at the mercy of the morning sun 

"No, fuck! Your zoning out on me at least twice a day, your going to psychics, your fucking angry at me for no 
reason" He holds me at arms length and stares into my eyes. | slam my fist down onto his forearms, he yanks 
his hands away with a gasp. 

"Fuck. You." | growl, he looks like a kicked puppy, and I'm the one who kicked him, hard. | didn't mean that, | stare 
down at my hands. But my mind clouds over. I'm moving, or | think | am. | cant feel the sun, | cant see a thing 
but I'm sure my eyes are open, | cant feel the ground beneath my feet though I'm moving so fast. Then bam, 
what the fuck is that noise? A siren? Fuck its loud 

"Shit," | murmur. "J,James?" Theres a thumping in my head, its going in time with my heartbeat. | open my 
eyes, after realising their closed. ls that.fuck?! Its the wheel of James’ truck, I'm face down on the fucking 
wheel, that would explain the noise. | smell smoke, smells like burnt rubber. | push myself up and the drone 
stops, the pain in my head intensifies and makes me feel sick My eyes widen in horror. In front of me is the 
crumpled hood of the truck, the windscreen cracked and covered with leaves and twigs. | lean my head back on 
the chair and wince. My whole body starts to tremble, my bottom lip especially. What happened? |, | don't 
remember a thing. 


"What the fuck!" | scream at the top of my lungs. 
‘Look what | can do: 


| still, looking around as much as i can. | see no one. | hear nothing above the blood rushing in my ears. 
"Hello?" | say loudly, feeling stupid when theres no answer. What was that? James. | need James. | tug at my 
seat belt and curse when it wont unclip. 

"Oh thank god" | breath when | find my phone in my pocket. With shaking hands | press | for speeddile. C'mon, 
c'mon baby, answer! It rings out and | sob. | wipe a hand down my face, when | redial | still. Crimson now 
tainting the screen of my phone, its smeared on my palm. Tears fall freely down my face as | clutch the 
phone to my ear, frantically wiping my hand on my jeans as if it were acid on my skin 

"Where the fuck are you asshole. Bring my fucking truck back right-" | sob harder with sheer relief at the 
sound of his voice. 

"James!" | take in a shuddering breath. "James I, | don't know what happened, one second I'm with you and then, 
next I'm in your truck, p,please come and help me-" 

"Wait, wait slow down. What the fuck happened?" His voice is still full of heat. | can imagine his face. His 
beautiful eyes filled with anger, his lips pulled back in a sneer. What | wouldn't give to see that face now. 

"| crashed, | just woke up and | was here. |, | can't get out, the seat belts jammed and, and l'm bleeding. My 


head.James please come get me." | hear him curse, his movements a harsh crackle on the other end of the 
line. 

‘I'm coming, calm down baby." | hear the slam of a door, that and the soothing tone in his voice makes my 
breaths even slightly. "Where are you?" He says slowly and my blood freezes solid. 

"|| don't know." 

"Okay, fuck Just tell me what you can see." | haul my body forward, grimacing at a warmth trickling down my 
forehead. | press my chest to the buckled steering wheel, looking past the large tree currently embedded in 
the hood 

"Theres an old looking house, its got blue shutters. | crashed into a big tree." My neck aches as | look out the 
rear view mirrors, its starting to get dark. How long have | been here? 

"Theres a gas station behind me, fucking ghost town" | chew on my lip, my chest shuddering. The silence that 
follows is sickening. 

| know where you are, I'm coming Kirk. I'll be there as soon as | can" | let out a desperate laugh and the phone 
falls from my hand, | don't have the strength to pick it up again. | doesn't matter anyway, hes coming. For once 
l'm glad James is so into cars, all his weekend drives to nowhere were useful for something. Silence bores into 
me. But | heard someone, someone spoke. It sounded so close. Right behind me, spoken in my ears. | couldn't 
have imagined it yet there doesn't seem to be a damned soul in this entire place. It looks deserted, the only 
house infront of me slowly turning into a silhouette against the harsh surroundings. My neck aches, my head 
feels like it about to crack itself open, my fingertips are tingling. Just fucking breathe kirk. Even that is a task. 
The seat belt still hugging my chest is a tonne weight crushing my ribs and compressing my lungs. Its not 
enough air, like my lungs wont accept the oxygen its being given It gets worse when | try to think about how | 
got here. Its a black and gaping void in my memory. It happened so fast. | was in the garden, with James, | 
shoved him. Then | was here, its almost night time. It makes no fucking sense. No one looses an entire day. No 
one. | turn my head as much as possible when | catch something in the mirror. My chest heaves when a car 
pulls up behind me. My heart rate rapid, | feel like | can let go now. My eyes start to roll and my body sinks 
into the seat when the car door is yanked open. Cool air attacks my skin and makes me shake harder. 

"Kirk, I'm here baby, I'm here." | squint at James in the dull light and my eyes widen. His cheek is swollen and 
his lip is cut. What happened? 

"Did, did | do that?" He tugs at the seat belt before pulling a penknife out his back pocket. 

"Its nothing." he says through gritted teeth as he saws at the belt. 

‘lm so sorry." | say quietly, my voice barely above a whisper. He stops his movements for a moment and with 
a growl, he frees me from my confines. 

"Don't worry about it" | look him in the eye and he grimaces. "Jesus Kirk" He reaches a hand out and rests it 
on my cheek. His thumb caresses my cheek bone and his heat seeps into me. 

"C'mon, you need to go to hospital” He shimmy's a hand behind my neck and scoops me up bridal style, | wince. 
My neck is throbbing. My whole body is stiff. | really cant feel my finger tips anymore. He lowers me to the 
ground and its a shock when little pebbles dig into the soles of my feet, im still bare footMy legs quiver with 
the effort of standing as he pulls open the car door. His hands grip my waist and guide me into the passengers 
seat. 

"Fuck" | breathe as he slams the the door. My head is pounding, | feel like I'm going to be sick. As soon as he 
slinks into the seat he starts the car and pulls out at speed. 

"Kirk, tell me what happened." 

"l, | don't know." | hear the leather of the steering wheel creak as he grips it tighter. 


‘Of course you know, you were fucking driving." 
"| just.don't remember." 


